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The chemist,, that himself doth still,

Let him but taste this limbeck's bill,                     30

And prove this sublimated bowl,

He '11 swear it will calcine a soul.

Noble and brave! now thou dost know

The false prepared decks below,

Dost thou the fatal liquor sup,                              35

One drop, alas! thy bark blows up.

What airy country hast to save,

Whose plagues thou 'It bury in thy grave?

For even now thou seem'st to us

On this gulf's brink a Curtius.                               40

And now th* art fall'n, magnanimous fly,
In, where thine ocean doth fry,
Like the Sun's son who blush'd the flood
To a complexion of blood.

Yet see! rny glad auricular                                    45

Redeems thee (though dissolved) a star;
Flaggy thy wings, and scorch'd thy thighs,
Thou li'st a double sacrifice.

And now my warming, cooling breath

Shall a new life afford in death:                            50

See! in the hospital of my hand

Already cur'd, thou fierce dost stand.

Burnt insect! dost thou reaspire

The moist-hot glass and liquid fire ?

I see! 'tis such a pleasing pain,                              55

Thou wouldst be scorch'd and drown'd again.
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'MoNGST the world's wonders, there doth yet remain
One greater than the rest, that's all those o'er again,
And her own self beside: a lady whose soft breast
Is with vast honour's soul and virtue's life possessed.
Fair, as original light first from the chaos shot,
When day in virgin-beams triumph'd, and night was not.
And as that breath infus'd in the new-breather good,
When ill unknown was dumb, and bad not understood;